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not sleep in his own house for fear of being murdered and he was
obliged to sleep in the asylum every night.
As we walked up and down the lawn, Aunt Emma in the middle
holding each of us by the arm, I heard a strange uproar proceeding
from the house. It sounded at first like a woman's voice in voluble
expostulation and argument, then loud impassioned entreaty rising
swiftly into wild passionate despairing cries, which rent the air for
some time and then all was still. When we went into Mrs. Hopton's
room to have a cup of tea Aunt Emma accompanied us to the garden
door of the house and knocked loudly and imperiously till a maid
servant came. 'I must go back and collect my work', she said to us.
'I will follow you directly. Let the door remain unlocked for a few
minutes*, she said authoritatively to the servant. 'Very well, Miss',
answered the girl. Presently came a knock at the door of Mrs.
Hopton's room where we were at tea. Mrs. Hopton rose and went
to die door, then with an astonished look and an angry flush on her
face she threw the door wide open and announced Aunt Emma.
*But', she muttered aside, 'how did you get in? This is against all
rule/ She went out to reprove the maid for leaving the door
unlocked.
*Did you see another lady in the garden when we went out?'
Mrs. Hopton asked me. 'No, I saw no one/ *She saw you and
called you by your Christian name, "Frank Kilvert, Frank Kilvert".
I went to her and got her indoors immediately/ 'But who is it?'
* Well, you must not let it go any further but her name is	/
I lifted up my hands in sorrow and amazement. Is it possible? And
were hers those piteous passionate despairing cries that I heard?
Poor child, poor child. If I had only known. Poor beautiful
unfortunate	.
Tuesday, 3 November
This morning between breakfast and luncheon I walked up to
Bowood to see the beeches by way of the Cradle Bridge, Tytherton
Stanley and Studley Hill. I went into Bowood Park by the Studley
Gate and turned sharp to the left down a drive that brought me soon
into the very heart and splendour of the beeches. As the sun shone
through the roof of beech boughs overhead the very air seemed gold
and scarlet and green and crimson in the deep pkces of the wood
and the red leaves shone brilliant standing out against the splendid

